" There's something that I still don't understand."
"What is it?"
*e What we are doing here this evening."
" What are we doing here ? Well, I'm expecting you to tell me everything that happened to you before you came to my place this morning. Everything - you understand ? "
Quinette had adopted an authoritative tone. He looked the other straight in the eyes. He tried to bring into play that invisible energy which he was sure his organism had recently been producing in unusual quantity.
The other answered him smoothly.
" You're as curious as all that, are you ? Well, why don't you look in the papers, as you told me this morning ? It ought to be there."
" It's not there yet."
" Are you quite sure ? "
He said these last words with an ambiguous air of mockery which disturbed Quinette.
*e Perhaps I didn't look in the right place," he said to himself. " Or I may have bought the wrong paper. Or I may have read something without realising that it applied to him. But still, I don't think so."
This short pause sufficed to make Quinette lose the advantage which he had gained, and the moral hold which he had over the man.
He pulled the paper he had bought out of his pocket and thrust it at him.
** If it's there, show it to me."
The man stopped smiling when he saw the paper. His face clouded and even seemed to become anxious.
" All right, all right," he said, pushing the paper away.
Then he frowned, and spoke almost rudely.
*c There's no sense in this. I didn't mind coming this evening, because you insisted, and because you had done me a service. But this is enough of it. I've brought you back your books. I haven't even opened the package. And now leave me alone. I've other things to do, you know. I'll say good-bye, with my best thanks, and there's an end of it."

